
TheTragedie 

Since your will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether L will or no, 

I muft hauc pacience to endure the loade. 

But if blacke fcandaleor fo foulc fact reproach 
Attend the ft quell of your impofition, 

Y our meere inforcement (hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and (fames thereof. 

For God he knowcs.and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the dt fire thereof. 

May. God blelTe your Grace, wefeeir, and will fay if, 
Gto. In faying fo you (hall but fay the truth, 

Bttc. Then I falute you with this kingly Title: 

Long liue King Richard, Englands royall King. 

Mat. Amen, 

'Bttc. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d? 

Glo. Euen when you will,fince you will hauc it fo» 

Buc. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 

< 3 to. Come, let vs to our holy tafke againe : 

Hare well good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 

gntergueene mother fDutcheffe of Tor ^e, Marques 
Dorfet at one doore, Dutchefe of Glocejler 
at another doer e. 

Dut, Who meets vs heere, my Neece Plantagenet? x 

jQu, Siftet well met, whether away fo faft? 

Dut.Cjlo. No farther then the Tower,and as I gueflfe 
V pon the like deuotion as your felucs, 

To gratulate the tender Princes there, 

J^w.Kind fifter thanks, weele enter all togither* 

Enter the Lieutenant of the Tower. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
MLieuetenant, pray you by your lcaue. 

How fares the Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health: but by your lcaue, 

I may not fuffer you to vifit him, 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary, 
j^w.The King? why, who’s that? 

Lieu, I cry you mercie, I meane the Lord Proteftotv 
ffufTht Lord protect him from that Kingly title: 

Hath he fet bounds betwixt their louc and me : 
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of Richard the third. 

I am thetr'mother,who fhould keepe me from them?' 

I am their father, mother, and will fee them. 

q)ut. Glo . Their Aunt 1 am in law,m loue their mother i 
Then feare not thou. He beare thy blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my peril). 

Lieu. / do befeech your Graces all to pardon me-: 

1 am bound by oath, l may not do it. 

Enter Lord Standtj. 

Stan. Let me but meere you Ladies an houre hence, 
And I le falute your Grace of Yorke,as mother : 
Andreuerent looker on, oftwofaire Queencs. 

Come Madam, you muft go with me to Weftminfter 3 
Thereto be crowned Richards roya’l Queene. 

flu. O cut my lace in funder,that my pent heart 
May haue foroe fcope to beat e, or clfe I found 
With this dead killing newes. 

Tor. Madame, haue comfort,how faresyour Grace s 
fu, O Dorfet, fpeake not to me,get thee hence. 

Death and defttuftion dogge thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children, 

If thou wilt outllrip death, goe crofTe the teas. 

And liue with Richmond, from the reach of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughtethoufcj 
Lead thou incteafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfc. 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene, 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfell Madams 
T ake all the fwift aduantage of the time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to my fonne, 

T o meete you on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

Dut.Tor. O ill difpearfing winde ofmiferic, 

© my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cocatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoyded eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, 1 in all hafte wasfent for, 

Tuch, And I in all vnwillingncfte will goe, 




I would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden rocttall that muft round my browe, 
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